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This web page is up with the permission of Paul Krassner but is not an "official" Realist web page. You 
cannot reach Paul Krassner through this web page or its maintainer, Jim Lippard. To purchase copies of 
Krassner's work, contact him directly at the box address listed below. 





Ethan Persoff has put the entire archive of past issues past issues of The Realist online. You can find them at 
The Realist Archive Project. 


Paul Krassner's web site is http://www.paulkrassner.com. 


Doug McCormick has copies of issues that he is willing to part with: 20, 23, 24-25(24-25 is just one issue), 
27, 29, 30, 31, 32, 41, 42, 43, 48, 50, 53, 54, 55, 58, 59, 60, 61, 62, 63, 63-A, 64, 65, 66, 67, 67-A, 69, 70, 
71, 72, 73, 74, 76, 77, 78, 79, 80, 81, 82, 83, 84, Dec 68, Feb 69, Mar 69, Apr 69, May 69, June 69, 86, 86- 
A, 86-B, 87, 93, an issue without a number or a date but with the headline "Mae Brussell's Conspiracy 
Newsletter" and a bit by Krassner dated 1974, 111 and 132. He also has a reprint of an interview with Albert 
Ellis which originally appeared in the May 1960 issue. All are "yellow headed for brown" and "a few issues 
are flaking at the edges." You can contact Doug at dougmccormick AT worldnet.att.net. 


Robert Norris has copies of issues 39, 41, 43, 47, 48, 50, 53, 54 (2), 55 (2), 58 (3), 59, 60 (2), 61, 63 (2), 64, 
66, 67, 67A, 68, 69, 71, 72, 73 (2), 74, 75, 76, 81, 82, 83, 84, December 1968, February 1969, March 1969, 
April 1969, May 1969, 86 (2), 86A, 86B, 87, 88, 90, 91A, 91B, 91C, 92A, 92B, 92C, 93, 94 (2), 95, 98. 
Numbers in parentheses indicate more than one copy. Good condition but turning brown. If interested 
contact RNorris AT nrdc.org. 


Tad Richards is looking for copies of back issues that his work appeared in (1963-1968). Contact him at 
TadRichards AT prodigy.net. 


The following items are available directly from Paul Krassner, Dept. W., 9829 San Simeon Dr., Desert Hot 
Springs, CA 92240. All prices include postage. 


e The Winner of the Slow Bicycle Race: The Satirical Writings of Paul Krassner, with an introduction 
by Kurt Vonnegut--includes the controversial classic, The Parts Left Out of the Kennedy Book; $14. 

e Psychedelic Trips For the Mind--true stories--funny, bizarre, poignant--by and about Tim Leary, Ram 
Dass, Ken Kesey, Wavy Gravy, Groucho Marx, Jerry Garcia, Mountain Girl, Andrei Codrescu, Todd 
McCormick, Squeaky Fromme, Abbie Hoffman, Eldridge Cleaver, Susie Bright and many others, $15. 

e Sex, Drugs and the Twinkie Murders: 40 Years of Countercultural Journalism--including such reports 
as The Patty Hearst Trial and Further Weirdness with Terence McKenna, $22. 


Free with every order: a copy of the Spring 2001 issue--the final issue--of The Realist, which Krassner 
began publishing in 1958, with this mission statement: Irreverence is our only sacred cow. People magazine 


called him "the father of the underground press" and the FBI called him "a raving, unconfined nut." 


In June 2002, Artemis Records released his comedy CD, Irony Lives!, and Barricade Books published 
Murder At the Conspiracy Convention and Other American Absurdities, with an introduction by George 
Carlin. Both of these can be obtained in stores and on the Internet. 


Magic Mushrooms and Other Highs: From Toad Slime to Ecstasy, to be published in the summer, will be 
available directly from Krassner, and copies can be reserved for $15. This was previously planned to be 
called Magic Mushroom Stories for the Soul, but legal threats from the Chicken Soup for the Soul people 
required the name change, and Psychedelic Stories for the Soul became Psychedelic Trips for the Mind. 


Paul Krassner's first comedy CD/cassette, We Have Ways of Making You Laugh, was released by Mercury 
Records in August 1996. His book, The Winner of the Slow Bicycle Race: The Satirical Writings of Paul 
Krassner, has been published by Seven Stories Press. The book is now available in paperback. 





The final issue of The Realist was #146 (Spring, 2001). 


The Realist #145 (Autumn, 2000). 
Contents: 


Court Jester 

The Deification of Elan Gonzalez by Roberto Santiago 
The New Patriots (cartoon) 

Foreskins R Us by Danielle Sarasohn-Reppert 

Why America Is a Violent Nation 

Was George W. Bush a Party Animal? 

Attack of the Mumiacs by Mare Cooper 

Waiting for Al by Matt Neuman 

Media Freak 


Media Freak (excerpts) 
Filler Items 


e In San Antonio, a heroin addict was caught using a fake penis while being urine tested for drugs by his 
parole officers. The telltale signs were evident by the bleached pink appearance of the penis and the 
fact that his urine came out in a sprinkler-like fashion. The final giveaway came when he fumbled his 
organ and it fell on the floor. 

e The pharmaceutical division of Japan Tobacco, the world's third largest cigarette company, bought the 


rights to lung-cancer vaccines under development by U.S. firms Cell Genesys and Corixa. Now under 
one roof are the cause, treatment and potential prevention of lung cancer. 

e The technique of pubic hair transplants was a topic at a conference of the International Society of Hair 
Restoration Surgery. Dr. Tom Rosanelli said that many Asian women are opting to have extra pubic 
hair placed on their private parts to increase their sexual allure. The procedure involves taking hair 
from the back of the woman's head, but the new hair must be trimmed constantly or it will grow as 
long as two feet, which "could be difficult if you're wearing a mini-skirt." 

e From Lyle Stuart's Hot News: "At long last, L. Ron Hubbard's terrible novel, Battlefield Earth, was 
made into a terrible film starring Scientology sucker John Travolta. To insure its success, followers of 
Scientology were directed to go to theater box offices and buy six and eight admission tickets at a 
time. The plan was to buy enough tickets to make the film #1 for the week. At least two million 
dollars worth of tickets were bought under this directive from cult leader David Miscavige. It didn't 
work. The film was a distant #2 as movie-house owners tried to understand how they could have sold 
so many tickets and have such sparsely filled theaters." 


The Realist #144 (Summer, 2000). 
Contents: 


Susie Bright's Book Tour Diary 

Mixed Messages by Nancy Cain 

Money & Credit Cards by David Zasloff 

Crotch Talk by Ina May Gaskin 

Hitler's Drive-In by Alan Abel 

Don't Act Suspicious 

Romantic and Voluptuous by Mark Miller 

New Male Contraceptive Device Tested by Joe Klein 
What Really Happened in Dallas (photo) 





Romantic and Voluptuous 
By Mark Miller 


"Romantic, sensitive, sincere, caring, honest, affectionate 25-year-old non-smoking male, a Kevin Costner 
lookalike, with great sense of humor, Ph.D. in Business, runs own advertising agency, enjoys sports, nature, 
movies, theater, restaurants, dancing--seeks sincere woman for friendship and good conversation." 


Dear Romantic: I nearly fainted when I read your personals ad, because it pretty much described my ideal 
man. So even though I'm sure you'll be overwhelmed with responses, here's mine: I'm a bright, honest, 
loving, considerate, vivacious, outgoing 23-year-old, blonde, voluptuous, non-smoking female, often 
described as a Darryl Hannah lookalike. | am independently wealthy, and love exotic travel, gourmet 
cooking, and passionate embraces in front of a roaring fire. | am yearning for your reply. 


Dear Voluptuous: Thank you for your wonderful letter in response to my ad. Coincidentally, you described 
my ideal woman. Unfortunately, I wasn't exactly 100% honest about myself in my ad. But your letter 
touched me to such a degree that I've decided to stop deluding myself and others. So even though it may cost 
me the loss of meeting you, here's the truth: I'm a 46-year-old Abe Vigoda lookalike, who smokes like a 


chimney, dropped out of high school to steal cars, still lives with my parents, and haven't the slightest idea 
how to function in a social situation. 


Dear Romantic: | can't tell you how relieved I was to receive your refreshingly honest letter. I, too, have had 
it with all the artifice, the game-playing, the misrepresentation. So please allow me to revise my initial ad, as 
well: I'm a 52-year-old, enormously overweight woman, interested solely in my next meal. I suffer from 
indescribable body odor, but it doesn't bother me too much, as I spend most of my days dealing with the 
voices that I hear, commanding me to do the bidding of Emperor Borgar, ruler of my home planet. I am 
currently working, gutting fish, at Harvey's Carp-O-Rama, but it's the evening shift, so I have my days free 
to tend to my open sores and seventeen cats. I also like looking in people's windows while drooling. 


Dear Voluptuous: Your candor touched me to my soul, so please allow me to continue sharing myself with 
you in preparation for our eventual meeting. I have several rare skin diseases which have been written up in 
medical journals worldwide. I am allergic to almost all foods, with the exceptions of brussels sprouts, beans, 
and loose, runny cheeses. The high point of my day is putting on one of those orange school-crossing guard 
vests, and nothing else, and helping small children across the street. I also enjoy setting fires and weeping 
out of context. 


Dear Romantic: | am not allowed to leave my city, for reasons I cannot disclose until the year 2012. Most 
nights, I wrap myself in large Hefty bags and run up and down the stairs either yodeling or screaming at the 
various bacteria that invariably come to life and take on human form. I know they're conspiring against me, 
but I fixed them so that they won't be giving me too much trouble any more, 1f you catch my drift. 
Sometimes I feel restless and how] at the sun for hours, but that could just be the woman in me. | itch like 
the dickens in unspeakable places. 


Dear Voluptuous: | am working on a plan to break Charles Manson out of jail. He's always been a close 
friend, and I know the three of us will make a great team. Slowing down the process is the fact that I have 
completely lost control of my bowels. Funny how you don't really appreciate something until it starts acting 
up. Say, what does it mean when your hair starts coming out in huge clumps? I've enclosed some for your 
inspection, along with some other assorted body fluids, etc. Can't wait to meet you this weekend. 


Dear Romantic: It was really great meeting you for the first time last night. I can't believe we're actually 
going to elope at the end of the month! Emperor Borgar would just die if he found out! But you have proven 
to me that there's somebody out there for everyone, that my life means something to someone, and that, 
thank God, true, romantic love really does exist! 


The Realist #143 (Spring, 2000). 
Contents: 


The Peanuts Memorial Orgy 

Court Jester 

An Interview with Jean Shepherd 

21st Century Nanny by Andrei Codrescu 

Internet Joint Venture by Rex Weiner 

Hot Cars, Smelly Suits, and Smart Sheep: The 1999 Ig Nobel Ceremonies at Harvard by G.L. Dryfoos 
Media Freak 


Media Freak (excerpts) 
Doing the Math 


Jeff Gates, author of Democracy at Risk: Rescuing Main Street from Wall Street, sends this observation: 


"Negotiations are ongoing with the German government and various German corporations seeking 
reparations for Nazi slave laborers. The payment under discussion is $7,500 per surviving slave. That got me 
wondering. If a former Nazi slave in 1945 invested his/her nest egg in an S&P index fund (which has had an 
average annual return of about 12% per year) and it grew to $7,500 in the year 2000, how much would need 
to have been invested (in 1999 dollars)? Answer: $14.73. Talk about slave wages. Penance for pennies." 


Cancelling Itself Out 


In a full-page ad in Zime magazine for a prescription medication, BuSpar--headlined, "Is anxiety 
overwhelming you?"--absurdity reigns. "If you've had overwhelming, unfounded worry and several of these 
symptoms for six months or more-- * Restlessness * Muscle tension * Trouble concentrating * Sleep 
problems * Irritability * Feeling tired--your doctor may tell you that you have Generalized Anxiety Disorder 
(GAD). ... Some people may experience side effects such as excitement, dizziness, nausea, headache, 
lightheadedness, and nervousness." 


The Realist #142 (Autumn, 1999). 
Contents: 


The Satanic Simpsons 

Court Jester 

The Trial of Patty Hearst 

The Protagonists by Lyle Stuart 

The 1st Amendment Up in Smoke 

Saving Pseudo-Children From Virtual Abuse by David Steinberg 
Euthanasia Boat Cruises by Alan Abel 

What Hath Irony Wrought? by Peter Mc Williams 
Media Freak 

The Love Song of Timothy Leary by Ken Kesey 
The Joke-O-Matic by Bob Harris 

Del's Last Words by Mike Gold 

Pop, Pop, Fizz, Fizzle by Trina Robbins 








The Protagonists 
by Lyle Stuart 
1. 


What may be the most important 1st Amendment lawsuit in America today began innocently enough. 


Barricade Books, my small book-publishing company, receives a constant flow of book proposals. Many are 
imitative of other books on the market or in development. 


These we pass on. 


A few years ago, a possibility caught me interest. An agent named Frank Weimann asked if we'd be 
interested in publishing a biography of Las Vegas casino owner Steve Wynn. 


Yes, we'd be interested. 


I once published a book about Donald Trump when he was largely unknown. I'd published a successful 
biography of Howard Hughes, Bashful Billionaire, when he was no longer in the public eye. That one, 
written by Philadelphia attorney Albert B. Gerber, brought an offer from the Hughes camp via his 
spokesman, Hollywood attorney Greg Bautzer. We could have $200,000 if we would "delay publication." 
Indefinitely. 


I refused the offer. 


Our title, Bashful Billionaire, became a national best-seller. When it appeared on the New York Times list, I 
kept my promise to our staff. We closed our doors and took 36 people on an all-expense-paid 22-day luxury 
tour of Europe. 


2. 


Steve Wynn? I'd been hearing stories about him for years and they weren't all favorable. The author of the 
proposed book was John L. Smith. I believed Smith was well qualified. He's an award-winning journalist 
who writes four columns a week for the Las Vegas Review. | liken him to the late Drew Pearson for his 
courage and integrity. 


I decided to publish the book, Running Scared. 
Contracts were submitted and signed. An advance was paid against future royalties. 


Everything to this point was routine. 
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Book publishers create catalog descriptions from the author's proposal or outline. A description of the book 
is written. Catalogs are produces months before an author completes his script so that sales reps can take 
orders from booksellers. 


Such was the case now. Barricade is not unusual in this. Every major book publisher from Random House to 
Simon & Schuster produce catalogs describing their books six months to a year before the books are actually 
published. 


I'd misplaced Smith's proposal. I had my personal knowledge of Wynn's reputation among the wiseguys. I 
also had in front of me a copy of the FBI's Agosoto 302, a thick Atlantic City investigation report and a 
thicker New Scotland Yard report. 


The latter concluded by saying: "Steve Wynn is under the aegis of the Genovese crime family." 
Was he? I didn't know. Almost all things are possible in Las Vegas. 


Aegis. How many 23-year-old buyers for book shops would understand that word? I softened it by saying 
that the book would "detail why a confidential Scotland Yard report said that Wynn was a front man for the 
Genovese crime family." 


One sentence in a catalog. An accurate sentence. 


To defend it eventually cost me and my company several hundred thousand dollars and even now threatens 
to put us out of business. 


4. 


Steve Wynn read the catalog copy for Running Scared and sued John L. Smith for libel. 


I wrote to Barry Langberg, Wynn's slick Beverly Hills attorney, whom I later found to be a sleazeball. I 
pointed out to him that he'd sued the wrong person. I wrote the copy. Smith hadn't seen it until the catalog 
was published. 


This led to a weird series of negotiations. Wynn agreed to drop the suit if I would do something I'd never 
done in 40 years of publishing. 


I agreed to allow Wynn to read the manuscript. Then we would meet and Wynn could point out factual errors 
only. Changes would be subject to my approval. 


I rationalized this by saying that we'd have a 100% accurate book. 


My wife and I and my attorney, Albert B. Gerber, and his wife flew to Las Vegas. I was given my usual 
penthouse suite at Wynn's Mirage. As always, the suite and all food and beverage were complimentary. This 
is because I'm a "high roller"--the euphemism for "lollipop," "sucker," or "victim." 


5. 


At the appointed time, we assembled in Wynn's conference room together with author John L. Smith. We 
were met not by Wynn and his list of factual errors, but by sleazy attorney Langberg, who told us that Steve 
Wynn was too busy to meet with us. Then he announced with arrogance: "You're not to publish this 
manuscript." 


My wife, Carole, spoke up: "Steve Wynn is a public figure. All his wealth and power can't prevent an honest 
biography about him from being published." 


No factual corrections were offered, and the meeting was over. 


That was on a Saturday. Monday morning a lawsuit based on the catalog was refiled. This time, in addition 
to Smith, Barricade Books and Lyle Stuart were named as defendants. 


6. 


The casino industry in Nevada doesn't gamble in court. 


In the past few years, the owners of Las Vegas casinos have contributed millions to politicians. They've 
given more than $550,000 to state judges for their election campaigns. Wynn and his casinos are the largest 
fundraisers and the largest contributors. 


Twelve judges announced that because Wynn had contributed to their election campaigns, they were 
recusing themselves from the case. 


The thirteenth judge, a woman named Sally Lohrer, also recetved money from Wynn but elected to take the 
case. 


She was about to do Steve Wynn a big favor. 
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For months during pre-trial discovery, Wynn's attorney demanded to know the source of what they described 
as the "so-called" and "counterfeit" and "fraudulent" Scotland Yard report. They took the position that no 
such report existed and that we made the whole thing up. 


On the eve of the trial, they suddenly reversed themselves and conceded the authenticity of the report. 
8. 


There is an old saying: "Don't worry about the law; worry about the judge." 


We had much to worry about. The judge allowed an 8-person jury that included a man who said his ambition 
was to get a job with Wynn; a woman who admitted she'd attended parties with Wynn's Las Vegas attorney; 
two people who said they hated the press, etc. 


The jury trial, which lasted almost two weeks, was a charade. When one of Wynn's attorneys stood up, the 
judge smiled. When one of my attorneys stood up, the judge frowned. She admitted plaintiff material almost 
automatically. When we offered evidence, she consistently ruled it out. 


9. 


We were being "home-towned." To guarantee this, the judge ruled that the Scotland Yard report couldn't be 
considered an "official document" because Scotland Yard is in a foreign country. Even if it wasn't, she said, 
we were not protected because it was a confidential report, and so the public shouldn't know about it. 


Got the picture? 


The jury did. Their mouths hung open when both the governor of Nevada and the mayor of Las Vegas 
interrupted their vacations to appear in court as Wynn's character witnesses. 


We wanted to bring the interrupted-vacation fact to the attention of the jury, but the judge wouldn't allow us 
to. 


The governor, whose father was a known mob associate, had himself been the subject of an intense FBI 
investigation. He was the man who appointed Judge Loehrer to her job. 


10. 


At issue in this case is the "republication rule." It holds that when a journalist quotes from an official 
document, he is protected even if the facts he quotes are wrong. 


The basic constitutional Fair Report privilege is the right to quote from official documents or comments. It's 
critical to every author, editor and publisher. 


Almost every state except Nevada has agreed that a publisher or commentator could not be expected to 
shoulder the expenses of checking every fact in an official document before quoting from it. 


Were the contrary the case, there would be a chilling lack of information available to the American people. 
11. 


I suppose that even if we'd had a more intelligent and less biased judge than Sally Loehrer; we would have 
had a tough time winning a case in Las Vegas against Steve Wynn. 


They name streets after him. He is one of the largest employers in the city, and often called "the most 
powerful man in the state." 


The jury was not allowed to see or hear our evidence that linked Wynn with mob associates. Even a CBS 
documentary on the subject was barred from the court. Nor were the jurors allowed to see the book Running 
Scared, which did indeed detail why the New Scotland Yard report concluded that Wynn was "under the 
aegis of the Genovese crime family." 


A few hours after they went out, they returned with a verdict of $2,100,000 for Wynn. The next day, the 
judge wouldn't allow me to tell the jurors that we didn't carry libel insurance, so they added $1,070,000 in 
punitive damages. 


12. 


Wynn's attorneys served our Brooklyn warehouse with a restraining order that prohibited them from 
shipping any of our books. In effect, this would have destroyed Barricade Books. 


"Yup, I want to put Lyle Stuart out of business," Wynn was quoted as saying by New York magazine. 


Meanwhile, the prominent New York attorney, David Blasband, filed our appeal before the Nevada Supreme 
Court. 


An amicus curiae was filed in our support by a group that included the New York Times, the Washington 
Post, Time, Inc., Donrey Media Group, Reno Newspapers Inc., Rupert Murdoch's News America Corp., 
Playboy, the Carol Publishing Group, Globe Communications, the Nevada Press Association, Magazine 
Publishers of America, the Association of American Publishers, PEN, the American Society of Journalists 
and Authors, and Bloomberg News Service. 


With Nevada, one has to wait and wonder even though it is widely believed in legal circles that in any other 
state, the jury award would be overturned. 


Even if the case has to go to the United States Supreme Court. 


[The jury award in this case was overturned by the Nevada Supreme Court in 2001, on the grounds that 
improper jury instructions were given, and sent back to the trial court. The case was subsequently settled out 
of court with a written apology from Lyle Stuart. The Scotland Yard report is now available on the Internet. - 


il] 
Saving Pseudo-Children From Virtual Abuse 


by David Steinberg 


Crusaders against child pornography have long claimed that the core issue was not people having sexual 
fantasies about young people but the emotional and sexual abuse inherent in the creation of erotic photos of 
children and adolescents. Thus, for example, in a precedent-setting 1982 Supreme Court ruling, the court 
held that a New York child pornography law did not violate the First Amendment because it banned not the 
expression of an idea but only the abuse of children that occurred in the process. 


These arguments were relegated to history when Congress passed the Child Pornography Prevention Act of 
1995. For the first time, CPPA made it illegal to make, sell, or own pornographic pictures with models who 
appear to be underage, even if the person in the photo is, in fact, over 18. With CPPA, the crime has become 
enabling a reader or viewer to get excited because someone can be imagined to be under 18. The possible 
abuse of any honest-to-God child has become irrelevant. 


As a result, the battleground in the great pornography debate has shifted from actual to virtual reality, from 
porn to pseudoporn, from what is in fact being shown to what can be imagined, morphed, or simulated. 
Possibilities for the future are limitless. We could easily, for example, expand the definition of Statutory 
Rape to include having sex with someone while imagining them to be younger than the age of consent, or 
having sex while they wear clothing or arrange their hair in ways make them look (or even feel) like they are 
underage. 


We could then make it illegal to have sex with someone while imagining what they were like when they 
were underage, or to have sex while imagining or remembering what we were like when we were underage. 
From there we could go to prohibiting cocktail waitresses to serve drinks while they look under 18, not 
serving liquor to anyone whose date could imagine her/him being under 18 while watching him/her get 
plastered, and even to not letting anyone drive a car when they felt like they were, say, 15. 


But all that is in the future. For the present we have the following: 
* KOK KX 


Last January, a man in Olathe, Kansas, was prosecuted for possession of child pornography. He had cleverly 
(but illegally, it seems) pasted a photo of a young person's face onto a larger, presumably more sexual, nude 
picture of an adult woman "with the intent to satisfy his sexual desires." The man was acquitted, but only 
because the judge could not determine beyond a reasonable doubt that the face in the picture was of a child 
under 18. Despite his acquittal, the court would not release the man's book of pictures of girls taken from 


legal catalogs and magazines, nor his diary which chronicled his dreams, including some of young girls. 
ae 


David Hilton, 48, who characterizes himself as an anti-pornography crusader, was convicted in Portland, 
Maine, of possessing a computer image in which an innocent image of a child had been technically altered to 
make it "Indecent." Hilton was initially acquitted on the grounds that the Federal law was unconstitutionally 
vague, but his acquittal was overturned on appeal. The issue, according to First Circuit Court of Appeals 
Judge Hugh Brownes, was "whether a reasonable unsuspecting viewer would consider the depiction to be of 
an actual individual less than 18." 


* KK K XK 


The Galveston, Texas City Council has asked its city attorney to draft an ordinance that would prohibit the 
baring of women's breasts, real or phony (no, they're not talking about silicone implants). The law would 
make it illegal to wear novelty vests embossed with bare breasts and butts, or tee shirts with photos or 
drawings of bare breasts or buttocks. City Attorney Barbara Roberts assured the City Council that a similar 
Fort Worth law had been constitutionally tested and upheld. 


* KK K XK 


Three boys and a girl in suburban Cleveland, aged 14 to 17, made a videotape of themselves having sex. 
When the girl's mother heard about the tape, she got police to investigate. The girl initially claimed she had 
been coerced but, after watching the tape with a child psychologist, Juvenile Judge William Chinnock ruled 
that she was clearly "enjoying her 15 minutes of fame." Nevertheless, he chided the teenagers for using their 
bodies as "garbage cans" rather than as "sacred vessels." According to investigators, copies of the tape are 
now in the hands of hundreds of high school students across the nation. 


* K KK * 


The Northeast Regional Child Exploitation Task Force has brought charges against a 14-year-old boy in 
Tenafly, New Jersey for e-mailing child pornography to an undercover detective. It is not clear whether the 
detective was pretending to be a teenager as well. A spokesman for the National Center for Missing and 
Exploited Children says there are more and more reports of children sharing child pornography on the Net. 
This raises the question of whether it's healthier for teenagers searching for pornography on the Net to direct 
their sexual attention to images of adults, or to images of kids their own age. If we criminalize sexy pictures 
of kids under 18, are we encouraging teenagers to fantasize having sex with adults? Is the Child Exploitation 
Task Force really a front for pedophiles? 


* KK K XK 


Meanwhile, notoriously uncredentialled antiporn crusader Judith Reisman (who was given millions of 
dollars in Federal grants under the Reagan administration to count references to children in the cartoons of 
Playboy, Hustler, and the like) is busy conflating pedophiles and pornographers into a single concept. 


A report by Reisman on the recent World Pornography Conference at Northridge University (see Nancy 
Cain's report in Realist #141) makes six separate references to "pedophiles and pornographers" as if they 
were one and the same. According to Reisman, "a cadre of admitted pedophiles and pederasts control[s] the 
field of sexology" through the nation's academic human sexuality programs, including the Kinsey Institute, 


the Institute for the Advanced Study of Human Sexuality, and the Northridge Center for Sex Research. 


Claiming a "Mafioso-like relationship" between these institutions and "the underworld of pedophiles and 
pornographers," Reisman describes the Northridge conference as a summit meeting to "share and shape 
future national pornography and pedophile strategies." She concludes that, in a world where "an academic 
institution [is] in bed with pedophiles and pornographers," it's no wonder that judges accept the idea of 
"adults having legal access to our children for sexual purposes" by "routinely giv[ing] custody of children to 
known sexual abusing parents." 


[If you would like to receive Comes Naturally columns, and other writing by David Steinberg, regularly via 
email, send your name and email address to David at eronat@aol.com. Columns are sent as blind carbon 

copies, meaning that no one will have access to your name or email address. Past columns are available and 
indexed at the Society for Human Sexuality's "David Steinberg Archives": www.sexuality.org/davids.html. | 


Media Freak (excerpts) 
Filler Items (excerpts) 


e Tarzan is the first Disney animated character with nipples. 

e From Mouse Tales: A Behind-the-Ears Look at Disneyland by David Koenig: "Henry Kissinger used 
to escape the pressures of the Nixon White House by going to Disneyland, where they let him 
anonymously work at one of the popcorn stands." 

e David Misch observes: "Among the hype regarding Eyes Wide Shut were odes to the courage of Tom 
Cruise and Nicole Kidman, who allowed themselves to be molded to Kubrick's vision over two long 
and difficult years. Yeah, who would've thought two Scientologists would be so willing to give up 
control?" As for slapstick comedy, in view of come-on-the-ear in There's Something About Mary and 
come-on-the-beer in American Pie, "Semen is the custard pie of the '90s." 


The Realist #141 (Spring, 1999). 
Contents: 


The World Pornography Conference by Nancy Cain 
Mr. Mike: Special Depraved Bonus Bits by Dennis Perrin 
Court Jester 

The Christian Wrong 

Last Meals 

Anita and the Blow-Up Doll by Paul Krassner 

Lack of Content 

Where They Sit by Lynn Phillips 

Larry Flynt's Wedding Gift by Lee Quarnstrom 

The Faux Millennium by William Edelen 

Media Freak 


Last Meals 


Jaturun Siripongs was executed in February. For his last meal, he was served two 40-cent cups of Mission 
Pride canned peaches and two 45-cent cans of Lucky Arctic Iced tea. Other last meals of executed prisoners: 


Robert Alton Harris--Kentucky Fried Chicken (extra crispy), Domino's Pizza (no anchovies), jelly beans and 
Pepsi. 


Keith Williams--fried pork chops, a baked potato with butter, asparagus, salad with blue cheese dressing, 
apple pie a la mode and milk. 


William Bonin--two large pepperoni and sausage pizzas, three pints of coffee ice cream and three six-packs 
of Coca-Cola. 


Thomas Thompson--Alaskan king crab legs with melted butter, spinach salad, pork fried rice, Mandarin- 
style spare ribs, a hot fudge sundae and a six-pack of Coke. 


David Mason--ice water. 
Larry Flynt's Wedding Gift 
By Lee Quarnstrom 


The first objet d'art one noticed upon entering Larry Flynt's "mansion," as he insisted we call the Bel Air 
home that had previously belonged to Tony Curtis, was a statue of a young fellow having sexual intercourse 
with a chicken. This piece of sculpture stood in the foyer of the house, which was guarded in those days by 
two ferocious attack dogs and several ferocious, and heavily armed, attack men. 


There was, of course, a story behind the statuary: Larry's first sexual experience, he proudly boasted, was 
indeed with a chicken. Now that fateful encounter was memorialized for the ages in this nice piece of 
bronze. 


Many years earlier, when Hustler editors in Columbus learned that the boss was going to make an honest 
woman, or as honest a woman as was possible, our of his companion and Hustler Club hoochy-coochy 
dancer Althea Leasure, top editor Bruce David came up with the perfect wedding gift for Larry: a live 
chicken in a box with a note reading, "In case things don't work out." 


David ordered one of the Hustler editors to go buy a live chicken. David, whose volatile temper evoked both 
fear and loathing among some of his underlings in those earlier Hustler days in the Ohio capital the boys 
referred to as "the City of Seven Flat Places," told the editor not to show his face in the office again until 
he'd rounded up the bird. 


The editor, who related the story of his chicken-hunting adventure to me after the magazine and staff had 
moved west to Los Angeles, decided the easiest way to come up with a living hen was to go directly to the 
source, a chicken farm not too far outside the city limits. He got in his car and drove out to the Ohio 
countryside. 


When he got to the farm, he told me, he parked and walked over to an elderly man, the owner of the 
establishment, who was sitting in a rocking chair on the front porch of his rustic home. 


"I'd like to purchase a chicken," he told the farmer. 

"Well, sonny," the man wondered, "what do you want it for? Roasting? Frying? Laying?" 

"For fucking," Michael replied in all honesty. 

The farmer shrank back into his rocker in disgust. 

"Well," he told Michael, "I ain't gonna help you pick out a chicken to fuck. You go get one on your own." 


He handed Michael a wooden crate, the kind with thin slats that lettuce and other produce used to come in. 
And Michael headed out into the huge flock of chickens that lived just beyond a fence made, appropriately 
enough, out of chicken wire. 


Now he didn't know exactly what kind of chicken Bruce David might have in mind as a potential sexual 
partner for Larry in case things didn't work out. But he finally picked one bird and, with some deft coaxing 
and grabbing, stuffed the bird into the crate, paid the farmer a couple of bucks, and tossed the box and bird 
into the back seat of his car. 


As he headed back toward Columbus, disaster struck. The chicken, which had been screeching and batting 
its wings against the side of the crate, suddenly cracked one of the slats and broke out of the box. As Michael 
tried to keep his car on the road the hen began flying around the inside of his sedan. 


"It was making a hell of a noise," Michael reported, "and it was shitting everywhere. It was like there was a 
shit-and-feather storm inside the car." 


Keeping one hand on the steering wheel, Michael tried to grab the bird with the other. He was on a busy 
highway and didn't want to risk pulling off the road with an enraged chicken winging its way around his 
head. 


It took a few miles and a lot of chickenshit but finally he got a hand around the bird's neck. The chicken 
crapped on his lap. Enraged himself, Michael rolled down his window and tossed out the screeching chicken. 


Unfortunately for all involved, the bird smacked the windshield of an oncoming truck, a big truck. It 
smattered across that windshield in such a frightening and disgusting manner that the trucker, too, became 
enraged. He turned his 16-wheeler around and began to follow Michael. And Michael, fearing mayhem, led 
the trucker on a high-speed chase along that highway, then on less-traveled roads, then on municipal streets, 
and finally down alleyways and across front lawns and parking strips. 


Finally, Michael realized he'd ditched the trucker. He heaved a sigh of relief but immediately realized that 
while he had avoided one disaster he faced another unless he brought a chicken back to Bruce David. 


Reluctantly, he turned his car around and headed back to the chicken ranch. 


The farmer was still sitting in his rocking chair. He looked at the forlorn young man standing in front of him, 
coated with chicken manure. 


"I need another chicken," Michael told the farmer. 


"Another?" the farmer asked with the sort of abhorrence that only a chicken man could have for a city slicker 


who'd purchase a bird for his own sexual gratification. "What happened to the one you already bought?" 


"Well," Michael replied timidly, "unfortunately, I killed it." 
Media Freak (excerpts) 
Hearing Test 


A videotape recently revealed that, at a secret meeting in 1993 where four executives, two each from Archer 
Daniels Midland and the Ajinimoto Company of Japan, discussed price-fixing. James Randall, then 
president of Archer Daniels, stated, "We have a saying at this company. Our competitors are our friends and 
our customers are our enemies." 


Sam Leff wrote to PBS' Jim Lehrer: "I'd like to see that videotape on the NewsHour followed by a panel 
discussion on the ethics of commercial sponsorship of public television news which would address the 
dilemma of the NewsHour's discovery that its long-time thinly disguised commercial sponsor is a price- 
fixing monopolizer, who sees the public as 'the enemy.' Surely a program that is comfortable with daily 
discussions of the president's sexual habits should not shrink from discussing the monopolistic practices and 
gross hypocrisy of its alleged ‘public spirited’ benefactors." 


Lehrer responded: "Thank you for your letter. I hear you on Archer Daniels Midland." 
Filler Items (excerpts) 


e Ona live broadcast of Good Morning America, a Rolling Stones groupie mentioned the title of Robert 
Frank's 1972 documentary on the band, Cocksucker Blues. 

e A California company requires employees to sign an oath that they will not post or circulate Dilbert 
cartoons. 

e Israel has authorized a contractor to build a bridge two inches below the Sea of Galilee in an attempt 
to attract tourists who want to emulate Jesus by walking on water. 

e At the American Psychological Association convention, the Pfizer Pharmaceutical booth gave out free 
Viagra book lights, since the erection pill takes an hour to take effect and users might want to read in 
the meantime. 

e On ABC's The View, Barbara Walters confessed that her fantasy was to be a man so she could urinate 
while standing. Meredith Viera admitted that her husband often has sex with her when she's asleep. 

e Jaded placard spotted: "Homeless, etc." 

e The Ayn Rand Institute offers internships to students so that they can try to fulfill their schools 
volunteerism requirement by volunteering to fight volunteerism. 

¢ George Ochs, age 10, asks: "Now that the airlines have banned peanuts, will there be elephants 
sniffing our luggage at the airport?" 

e Reporting the results of a dog show in which a dog defecated on the carpet, sportscaster Bill Weir 
observed, "You almost never see this type of thing in the Miss America competition." 
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Media Freak (excerpts) 
Dispatches From the War on Drugs (excerpts) 


e Wayne County Circuit Court Judge Kym Worthy has ruled that AIDS-cancer patient Peter 
McWilliams may use medical necessity as a defense in his marijuana possession trial, declaring that 
under Michigan law it would be "not just improper but immoral" to deny him the ability to present to a 
jury the fact that he uses marijuana to help treat his life-threatening medical condition. 

e Ten percent of Washington State's successful anti-medical-marijuana initiative was funded by Bill 
Gates; 90% by Steve Forbes. 

e The London Observer reports that Britain's biggest tobacco firm discussed secretly lacing cigarettes 
with "subliminal" levels of marijuana to boost sales. Internal British American Tobacco documents 
show that they considered "exploiting" cannabis if the drug were legalized. Cigarette firms 
anticipating legalization have registered brand names associated with marijuana. In 1993 Philip Morris 
filed a trademark application in France for Marley, as in the pot-smoking reggae singer Bob Marley. 
Other names registered by tobacco companies include Acapulco Gold and Red Leb (short for Red 
Lebanese). 

e A 10-year-old in Colorado Springs was suspended for offering a lemon drop to a friend, violating the 
policy of zero tolerance. 

e From ABC's special, Sex, Drugs and Consenting Adults: 

Thomas Constantine: "There's a difference between alcohol and cocaine. There's a difference between 
alcohol and marijuana. Everybody who tries that substance--marijuana, heroin, cocaine, 
methamphetamines, hashish--does it for one singular purpose. They do it for the purpose of becoming 
high. I think that's wrong, and I think it's dangerous." 

John Stossel: "\ hate to say this to the head of the DEA, but when I have a glass of gin or vodka, I'm 
doing it to get a little buzz on. That buzz is bad? Should be illegal?" 

Constantine: "Well, I think if you drink for that purpose, that's not too smart. I can't tell you what to do 
with your own life." 

Stossel: "We do want you to tell airline pilots and bus drivers they can't get high on the job. That's 
hardly victimless. But shouldn't people be allowed to harm themselves if that's what they want to do? 
Should we outlaw smoking?" 

Constantine: "When we look down the road, I would say 10, 15, 20 years from now, in a gradual 
fashion, smoking will probably be outlawed in the United States." 
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Media Freak 


Court Jester (excerpts) 
How to Reform Campaign Financing 


The collective unconscious has been busy working its way across America. On the west coast, I suggested 
during a stand-up performance that campaign finance reform could be brought about by requiring all 
donations to be anonymous. In the midwest, Nicole Hollander created a variation on that theme in her 
syndicated comic strip, Sy/via. And on the east coast, Jim Atwood wrote an op-ed piece for Legal Times, a 
Washington weekly for lawyers and lobbyists: 


"All political contributions must be paid to a governmental intermediary--a blind trust--that would collect 
contributions earmarked for each candidate and political party, and then pay them out to the designated 
recipient on a periodic basis. When making these payments, the government intermediary would not reveal 
the soruce of the funds. The identity of the contributors would be anonymous. "It would be entirely lawful to 
lie (or to tell the truth) about whether you made a contribution through this system. That is, if the ACLU 
gave a large contribution to Rep. Barney Frank through the system, it would be free to tell him in order to 
gain his appreciation. But it could also tell the same thing to Sen. Jesse Helms, even if it were an outright 
lie... 


"We should be able to support candidates that we like, but we shouldn't expect political payoffs in return. 
And we should deny politicians the leverage to shake down constituents who fear political retribution if they 
fail to pay up. To achieve this result, we must break the link between contributions and access. We must be 
able to lie about whether we gave at the office." 


A reporter from NPR asked Atwood, "Are you serious, or is this a joke?" He replied, "Yes." He told me, "It 
is a serious topic and, I think, a serious proposal, but it also has a whimsical element to it, and also it's 
designed in part to bug the politicians. It's sad (funny?) that our political system has gotten to the point that a 
proposal like ours is so close to the line." 


Mother Teresa Goes to Hell 


The following was discovered in cyberspace by web-surfer Jed Mattes: 


In what is widely believed to be the result of clerical error on the part of Heaven's massive soul-evaluation 
and punishment bureaucracy, the Calcutta Daily Telegram reported that beloved missionary caregiver 
Mother Teresa was condemned to agonizing, eternal torment in Hell following her death at the age of 87. 
Widely expected to ascend into Paradise and take her rightful place among the saints to the glorious fanfare 
of horns and choruses upon her passing, she was instead hurled from the firmament into the bowels of the 
Lake of Fire. 


"We can only assume that some sort of mix-up occurred in the processing phase," said Saint Peter, the 
heavenly official in charge of the Book of Life, in which the names of those chosen to ascend to the gates of 
Heaven are written. "Unfortunately, when you deal with over 70 million souls a day, these kinds of mistakes 
happen. What can I say? I don't know what else to tell you." 


Mother Teresa, who for decades inspired the world with her selfless devotion to the starving, disease-ridden 
masses of Calcutta, was unavailable for comment, as she was being lowered upside-down into a vat of 
boiling human excrement by a trio of pitchfork-wielding demons. Similar punishment reportedly awaits her 
for the rest of eternity. 


Heavenly angels, cherubim, seraphim and other secondary celestial entities have been working around the 
clock to keep up with the enormous volume of intercessionary prayers arriving daily on Mother Teresa's 
behalf. Despite the tremendous number of pleas, however, Heaven essentially has its hands tied. 


"It's sad that this happened," the archangel Gabriel, a spokesperson for Heaven, told reporters. "But we really 
can't do anything about it. The whole point of eternal damnation is that it is inescapable, absolute, and 
irrevocable. If the Lord were to turn around and pull her out of Hell now, he'd be turning his back on 
millennia of Catholic doctrine, on everything Mother Teresa stood for." 


Her arthritic limbs snapping like twigs as her frail, 4'11" frame was rent asunder by the claws of grotesque, 
multi-limbed demons, Mother Teresa reportedly screamed in indescribable agony as the superheated gases of 
Hell's unholy furnace blackened and charred her hair and face. 


According to a New York Times report, her skull has already been used as a drinking goblet by Satan, the 
Great Deceiver himself, and the esteemed nun's rape at the hands of insatiable, barbed-penis-wielding 
hellhounds in the near future is considered "highly likely." 


"I can't believe this happened," said stunned Catholic Cristina Fontancez, 38, of Petaluma, California. "She 
must have been so shocked when, after a lifetime of good works, she found herself face-to-face with Satan. 
Instead of being thrust into the living and redemptive light of Jesus' love for all time upon her death, she 
instead found herself being slit from crotch to sternum and suffering the pain of red-hot instruments of 
torture repeatedly being plunged into her writhing entrails." Speculation varies as to what could have caused 


such a miscarriage of heavenly justice. 


While some contend that Mother Teresa's policy of not administering medication to the sick and dying in her 
clinics may have caused some in Heaven to doubt her true compassion, others believe that her constant 
speeches against birth control--a contributing factor to mass overpopulation, poverty and starvation 
throughout the Third World--may be to blame. Still others posit that Teresa may have sinned in her heart at 
some point during her long life, qualifying her for eternal damnation despite a history of good works. 
"According to Catholic doctrine, even one moment of lust would be enough to justify Mother Teresa's 
banishment to the flame," said Archbishop Janiusz Wolsczya of Krakow. "It is possible that after years of 
celibacy and self-denial, her natural desires for sexual release may have built to a breaking point. I imagine 
that sleeping alone on that hard cot all those years and donating every ounce of her strength to the care of the 
poor, she must have been very lonely. The compulsion to masturbate must have been enormous." Most 
observers, however, reject these explanations, firm in the belief that the eternal punishment is undeserved, 
the result of simply bureaucratic error on the part of Heavenly officials. 


"I promise a full investigation into this matter," the Apostle John, seated at the right of Christ Almighty, told 
reporters. "If any evidence of incompetence or error on the part of the officials who conducted Mother 
Teresa's afterlife evaluation is found, I assure you there will be serious repercussions." 


Despite such strongly worded statements from Heaven, a majority of followers on Earth are calling the 
promise of a full investigation a case of "too little, too late." 


"I feel like this has forever weakened the foundation of my faith," said 73-year-old Giancarlo Rossetti of 
Milan, one of over 300,000 protesters who crowded Vatican Square to call for an immediate reversal of the 
condemnation of Mother Teresa to Hell. "She was a good woman, and she does not deserve to have her eyes 
torn out of their sockets by flaming packs of ravenous demon-dogs." Satan, speaking from deep within his 
fortress in the Hell City of Dis, described the late Mother Teresa's soul as "succulent and tasty." 


Media Freak (excerpts) 
Filler Items 


e A vintage photo of Simon & Garfunkel on the cover of their recent CD, Old Friends, shows Simon's 
left hand apparently greeting a Vulcan from Star Trek. But a source from Sony told ce magazine that 
"a cigarette and smoke were removed from the photo, at Paul Simon's request." New Times columnist 
Rick Barrs passes along a rumor that "Simon was tempted to also airbrush from the cover the entire 
visage of former partner Art Garfunkel." 

e Apress release describing "an emotional catch...audible" in Sacramento Assemblywoman Barbara 
Alby's voice (when she spoke of her bill requiring a CD-ROM listing of sexual offenders) was 
distributed before she uttered a word. 

e Some of the nation's largest insurance companies are refusing to insure battered women, arguing that 
domestic violence is a "pre-existing condition," like diabetes or heart disease. 

e N.Y. Times headline: CIA Says It Has Found No Link Between Itself and Crack Trade. 
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Media Freak 


Case History of a Cyberhoax 
Not by Kurt Vonnegut 


I confess. Although I didn't handle the technological end of the Kurt Vonnegut hoax--I've never driven a car, 
I don't know how to program a VCR, and I use my computer only for word-processing--the idea was mine. 
A friend I'll call Hacker took care of the cyberspace aspects. 


I've always loved pranks. In my high school yearbook, under Hobbies, I put "Eating new recipes and playing 
practical jokes"--not realizing that I had unintentionally described the best way for somebody to play a nasty 
trick on me. 


When I started publishing The Realist in 1958, I printed a rumor that IBM, whose employees sometimes 
seemed as standardized as the machines they sold, required all personnel to have their teeth capped by a 
company dentist. IBM's Medical Director wrote in response: "We do not maintain dental services nor do we 
provide remedial dental care." Of all the hoaxes since then, my most infamous one was "The Parts Left Out 
of the Kennedy Book" in 1967. 


Of course, I have had pranks pulled on me in return, from an announcement of my demise in the short-lived 
Cheetah magazine--they rationalized that I had published a fake obituary of Lenny Bruce two years before 
his death (in order to call attention to his plight while he was still alive)--to an interview that I had 
supposedly done with Bob Dylan, which was actually made up by Marvin Garson and published in the San 
Francisco Express-Times. It was circulated throughout the underground press and critiqued in Rolling Stone. 


When I stopped publishing in 1974, many readers thought that was a hoax. Others didn't realize publication 
had been suspended until it was resumed in 1985. The Los Angeles Times published a series on plagiarism by 
their media critic, David Shaw, and I reprinted an excerpt from it, using Pete Hamill's byline. The Realist 
was back in business. 


Then along came the World Wide Web. A prank could now be communicated with greater speed and reach 
more people than ever before. For example, the following "Virus Alert" has been spread with altruistic intent 
and Malthusian multiplicity: 


"Warning--If anyone received mail entitled Pen Pal Greetings, please delete it without reading it. This is a 
warning for all Internet users. There is a dangerous virus propagating across the Internet through an e-mail 
message entitled Pen Pal Greetings. Do not download any message entitled Pen Pal Greetings. 


"This message appears to be a friendly letter asking if you are interested in a pen pal, but by the time you 
read this letter, it is too late. The Trojan horse virus will have already infected the boot sector of your hard 
drive, destroying all of the data present. It is a self-replicating virus, and once the message is read, it will 
automatically forward itself to anyone whose e-mail address is present in your mailbox. 


"This virus will destroy your hard drive, and holds the potential to destroy the hard drive of anyone whose 
mail is in your In box, and whose mail is in their In box and so on. If this virus keeps getting passed, it has 
the potential to do a great deal of damage to computer networks worldwide...." 


However, the Virus Alert was itse/fa hoax. As Hacker explains, "E-mail can't contain a virus. E-mail is pure 
data. A virus has to be an executable code. No e-mail can contain a virus except for e-mail with executable 
attachments. This includes Microsoft Word, which has a macro language that can execute immediately when 
you open a document. So it's possible to do great harm by opening an attachment to your e-mail, but not by 
reading it." 


KKK 


In June, a subscriber sent me several clippings, including this column by Mary Schmich in the Chicago 
Tribune: 


Inside every adult lurks a graduation speaker dying to get out, some world-weary pundit eager to pontificate 
on life to young people who'd rather be rollerblading. Most of us, alas, will never be invited to sow our 
words of wisdom among an audience of caps and gowns, but there's no reason we can't entertain ourselves 
by composing a Guide to Life for Graduates. I encourage anyone over 26 to try this and thank you for 
indulging my attempt. 


Ladies and gentlemen of the Class of '97: 
Wear sunscreen. 


If I could offer you only one tip for the future, sunscreen would be it. The long-term benefits of sunscreen 
have been proved by scientists, whereas the rest of my advice has no basis more reliable than my own 
meandering experience. I will dispense this advice now. 


Enjoy the power and beauty of your youth. Oh, never mind. You will not understand the power and beauty of 
your youth until they've faded. But trust me, in 20 years, you'll look back at photos of yourself and recall in a 
way you can't grasp now how much possibility lay before you and how fabulous you really looked. You're 
not as fat as you imagine. 


Don't worry about the future. Or worry, but know that worrying is as effective as trying to solve an algebra 
equation by chewing bubblegum. The real troubles in your life are apt to be things that never crossed your 
worried mind, the kind that blindside you at 4 p.m. on some idle Tuesday. 


Do one thing every day that scares you. 
Sing. 


Don't be reckless with other people's hearts. Don't put up with people who are reckless with yours. 


Floss. 


Don't waste time on jealousy. Sometimes you're ahead, sometimes you're behind. The race is long and, in the 
end, it's only with yourself. 


Remember compliments you receive. Forget the insults. If you succeed in doing this, tell me how. 
Keep your old love letters. Throw away your old bank statements. 
Stretch. 


Don't feel guilty 1f you don't know what you want to do with your life. The most interesting people I know 
didn't know what they wanted to do with their lives. Some of the most interesting 40-year-olds I know still 
don't. 


Get plenty of calctum. Be kind to your knees. You'll miss them when they're gone. 


Maybe you'll marry, maybe you won't. Maybe you'll have children, maybe you won't. Maybe you'll divorce 
at 40, maybe you'll dance the funky chicken on your 75th wedding anniversary. Whatever you do, don't 
congratulate yourself too much, or berate yourself either. Your choices are half chance. So are everybody 
else's. 


Enjoy your body. Use it every way you can. Don't be afraid of it or what other people think of it. It's the 
greatest instrument you'll ever own. 


Dance, even if you have nowhere to do it but your living room. 
Read the directions, even if you don't follow them. 
Do not read beauty magazines. They will only make you feel ugly. 


Get to know your parents. You never know when they'll be gone for good. Be nice to your siblings. They're 
your best link to your past and the people most likely to stick with you in hte future. 


Understand that friends come and go, but with a precious few you should hold on. Work hard to bridge the 
gaps in geography and lifestyle, because the older you get, the more you need the people who knew you 
when you were young. 


Live in New York City once, but leave before it makes you hard. Live in Northern California once, but leave 
before it makes you soft. 


Travel. 


Accept certain inalienable truths: Prices will rise. Politicians will philander. You, too, will get old. And when 
you do, you'll fantasize that when you were young, prices were reasonable, politicians were noble, and 
children respected their elders. 


Respect your elders. 


Don't expect anyone else to support ou. Maybe you have a trust fund. Maybe you'll have a wealthy spouse. 


But you never know when either one might run out. 


Don't mess too much with your hair or by the time you're 40 it will look 85. Be careful whose advice you 
buy, but be patient with those who supply it. Advice is a form of nostalgia. Dispensing it is a way of fishing 
the past from the disposal, wiping it off, painting over the ugly parts and recycling it for more than it's worth. 


But trust me on the sunscreen. 


KKK 


At a recent memorial for Allen Ginsberg in Los Angeles, Bob Weide read a statement from Kurt Vonnegut 
which began, "Please, stop dying." Somehow, "Wear sunscreen" reminded me of that. When I chatted with 
Vonnegut in New York a few years ago, I got the impression that he was saddened that young people might 
not be familiar with his work. The perverse motivation of my prank was to help remedy that situation. 


Replacing Mary Schmich's byline and opening paragraph with "This speech was given by Kurt Vonnegut at 
MIT's commencement this year," Hacker proceeded to transmit the text of her column over the Internet in 
such a way that it could not be traced to him. 


The non-commencement speech traveled fast and furiously. It was even posted to the Vonnegut Newsgroup. 
Many of his fans thought it was valid, including Vonnegut's wife, photographer Jill Krementz, who e-mailed 
it to several friends (her husband was out of town at the time). Mademoiselle magazine asked Vonnegut for 
permission to reprint his speech. Peter Lasally, who used to be a producer for Johnny Carson, tried to book 
Vonnegut on the Tom Snyder show. 


Actually, the commencement speaker at MIT--five days after Mary Schmich's column had been published-- 
was Kofi Annan, secretary general of the UN, who didn't mention sunscreen or flossing. Schmich, who had 
written the piece "while high on coffee and M&Ms," called Vonnegut to let him know that she wasn't behind 
the hoax. He said that it revealed the gullibility of people on the Internet. 


Schmich traced one e-mail backward from its last recipient, a professor at Malcolm X College in Chicago. 
He had received it from a relative in New York, who received it from a film producer in New York, who 
received it from a TV producer in Denver, who received it from his sister, who received it from.... At this 
point, Schmich gave up her quest for the culprit. 


I apologize to Vonnegut and Schmich, but I'm happy to say that the revelation that the commencement 
speech was a hoax reached more people than the hoax did, not only on the Internet, but also in print and 
electronic media. The truth had triumphed in a truly free marketplace of ideas. 


Court Jester (excerpts) 
Perceptions of the People's Princess (excerpt) 


Everybody perceived the death of Diana Spencer through their own subjective filters. For example, those 
folks in Minneapolis who, since 1968, have been holding a weekly vigil at the Honeywell plant--protesting 
the manufacture of land mines and cluster bombs, handing out leaflets to workers, several of whom have quit 
as a matter of conscience--those demonstrators were extremely grateful that Princess Diana had helped 
increase global attention to the continuing tragedy of land mines. 


On the other hand, Weight Watchers International had to halt a new ad campaign, in which the Duchess of 
York, Sarah Ferguson, sits cross-legged, smiling at the camera and talking about the difficulty of losing 
weight. "It's harder than outrunning the paparazzi," she says. Tens of thousands of brochures were already 
mailed to homes, and issues of Glamour and Self with the ad had already gone to press. The TV commercial 
was pulled from the networks, even though it didn't contain the paparazzi line. [...] 


A Bill Hicks Sampler (excerpts) 


e "What's cool is that every pack of cigarettes has a different Surgeon General's warning, isn't that great? 
Mine says 'Warning: Smoking May Cause Foetal Injury or Premature Birth.’ Found my brand. Just 
don't get the ones that say 'Lung Cancer.’ Shop around. 'Gimme a carton of Low Birth Weights." 

e "A Waffle House waitress asked me why I was reading. I guess I read for a lot of reasons, and the 
main one is so I don't end up being a waffle waitress. It's not like I walked into a Klan rally in a Boy 
George outfit. It's a book." 

e "During the Rodney King trial, I was waiting for one of those anchormen to come on and say those 
cops were just racist pigs. They'd have the cops on saying that the video is all in the way you look at it. 
Sure. If you ran it backwards, it'd look like they were just helping him back into his car." 

e "Ifthe FBI's motivating factor for busting down the Koresh compound was child abuse, how come we 
never see Bradley tanks smashing into Catholic churches?" 

e "Jimi Hendrix died in a pool of his own vomit. Do you know how much you have to puke to fill a 
pool? Why is it that people like John Lennon have to die, and groups like Wham continue to make 
records? Do you know that if you play New Kids On the Block backward--they sound better?" 

e "Ever noticed how creationists look really unevolved? Their eyes real close together. Eyebrow ridges. 
Big, furry hands and feet. 'I believe God created me in one day.' Looks like he rushed it." 


Media Freak (excerpts) 
Filler Items 


e On the Rosie O'Donnell show, the entire audience sang Happy Birthday to Jodie Foster's dog, Lucy, 
who wasn't there. 


The Realist #136 (Summer, 1997). 
Contents: 


Allen Ginsberg's Last Laugh 

Heaven's Gate's Last Rites by Reverend Chris Korda 

Court Jester 

In Our Own Image by Alice Dreger, Ph.D. and Aron Sousa, M.D. 
Modest Proposals by Harry Zuger 

The Hookers Convention by David Steinberg 

FDR Memorial a Struggle for the Disabled by Bill Bolt 

Statues of Limitations by Charles Schaeffer and Art Cosing 
Ginsberg the Prankster by Stella Resnick 

Love and Hatred in the Time of Che by Stew Albert 


Keep Me Posted by Vivian McPeak 

The New Aquarian Cinema by Beth Lapides 

The Culture Vultures (cartoon) 

PBS Presents "Pro and Con" by Matt Neuman and Lane Sarasohn 
Media Freak 


Media Freak 


Marijuana Muddle 


High Times held a "Stoner of the Year Contest" via a questionnaire which included this question: 
"How much pot do you think is too much?" One reader answered, "I don't understand the question." 
Dave Sheridan, creator of MTV's practical-joke show, Buzzkill: "They would blur out anything that 
had a marijuana leaf on it or that had anything to do with drugs. Even if it was someone on the street 
passing by." However, the MTV censors were not aware that in nearly every episode, Sheridan wore a 
shirt with Korean lettering that read Smoke Pot. 

An article in United Airlines magazine Hemispheres asks the imponderable question, "Were they 
[parents who grew up in the '60s] truly experimenting with marijuana, or were they simply determined 
to get stoned?" 

Art Croney, a lobbyist for the Committee on Moral Concerns, testified at a California legislative 
hearing that "Marijuana is not a medicine. It is a drug that makes people think they feel better." 


Filler Items 


Jay Leno paid a fellow comedian $1,000 for an anecdote that Leno included in his autobiography as 
though it happened to him. 

From Lyle Stuart's Hot News: "A jealous Thai woman has been arrested for cutting off her husband's 
penis. The Thailand police say 42 similar crimes have been reported to them in the past 15 years. 
What marks this incident as different is that she tied the severed penis to a helium-filled balloon and 
watched it float away." 


The Realist #135 (Spring, 1997). 


Contents: 


Johnnie Cochran Meets Dr. Hip 

Court Jester 

Crack Salesmen by Harry Shearer (commentary censored by ABC World News Now) 
Ha, Ha, You're Homeless by Caverly Stringer 

The Parts Left Out of the Larry Flynt Movie 

DOMA Nation by Lynn Phillips 

Jesus and Butthead (cartoon) 


The Realist #134 (Autumn, 1996). 


Contents: 


e¢ Court Jester 

e Death Camp Sitcom by Lenny Lipton 

e Jerry Brown Meets Gore Vidal--and Ralph Nader Too 
e Media Freak 


Media Freak 


Scatalogical Paranoia 


Paula Poundstone in Mother Jones: "I learned that each time a toilet flushes without the lid down, a fine mist 
of fecal matter lands on everything in the bathroom. I try not to use the bathroom anymore, and I certainly 
don't brush my teeth. I don't know how well-informed people sleep at night." 


Madalyn, We Hardly Knew Ye 


September marks one year that Madalyn Murray O'Hair, her son and granddaughter have been missing. 
According to American Atheist Newsletter, a few days after their disappearance, her son, Jon, promised on 
their car phone, "It's too complicated to explain now, but we'll have a conference call with the board 
members when we get back and explain everything." The call has never come. Only God knows what really 
happened. 


Filler Items 


e Atlanta security guard Richard Jewell has been offered a job as a radio talk-show host. 

e From a review of Independence Day in Louis Farrakhan's The Final Call: "Anything--even fictional-- 
that threatens to wipe out the white man's civilization is good news to the Nation of Islam." 

e Men's Health reports that the most orgasms ever recorded by a woman in one hour was 134...but who's 
counting? 

e A woman who represented herself as a Whitewater juror and said her pretrial suspicions influenced her 
vote admitted that she never sat on the jury--she just had the same name as a panel member. She said 
she was tired of calls from the media and decided to play along. 

e In Ecuador, a foot powder called Pulpavies was elected mayor of Picoaza, a town of 4,000 population. 
During recent campaigns for municipal office, a company that manufactures the deodorant used this 
slogan: "Vote for any candidate, but if you want well-being and hygiene, vote for Pulpavies." 

e A defining moment of this season's presidential campaign coverage occurred on ABC News, when 
anchor Peter Jennings asked correspondent Cokie Roberts, "What do you think the spin will be 
tomorrow?" It used to be the job of newscasters to tell you what happened. Now they predict how the 
propagandists will use the media to manipulate you. 


The Realist #133 (Summer, 1996). 
Contents: 


e The Don Imus Transcript 


Crippled Chic by Bill Bolt 

Court Jester 

Tim Leary Is Tripping Again by Robert Anton Wilson 
Homeless & Panhandling Expo by Dan Dion 

We Remember the Unabomber 

Mad Cow Disease--The Final Solution 

Media Freak 


Mad Cow Disease--The Final Solution 


The following is a Reuters dispatch datelines March 30 from Phnom Penh: 


While much of the world shuns British cows, a Cambodian newspaper suggested yesterday that the animals 
be shipped to Cambodia and allowed to roam free and detonate the millions of land mines littering the 
country. 


"The English have 11 million mad cows, and Cambodia has roughly the same number of equally mad land 
mines. Surely the solution to Cambodia's mine problem is here before our very eyes in black and white," the 
Cambodia Daily said. 


"The plan is simple, practical, and will make mince-meat of the problem overnight," the paper said. 
Media Freak (excerpts) 


e A letter from Donald Wildmon of the American Family Association--"In Joy Story the main 
characters, Woody--note sexual reference--and Buzz--note drug reference--are owned by a child ina 
single-parent household in which the father is noticeably absent. Woody and Buzz have equally 
disturbing toy friends, including a sex-obsessed talking potato, a sex obsessed Bo Peep doll who 
cannot keep her hands or lips off Woody, and an Etch-a-Sketch whose knobs must be adjusted to 
produce results"--turned out to be a hoax. 

e Graffito of the month: "There's nothing like senseless violence to snap you out of a depression." 


The Realist #132 (Spring, 1996). 
Contents: 


An Interview with Terry Southern 

Court Jester 

"Toy Story"--the Same Old Story for the Disabled by Bill Bolt 
Great Moments in Countercultural History 

The Search for the Manchurian Pre-Schooler by Alex Constantine 
Irwin Corey Meets Fidel Castro 

Robin's Last Rights by Dawna Kaufmann 

Media Freak 


An Interview with Terry Southern (excerpt) 


We were living in Geneva once, on the 3rd floor--in one of those very modern apartments, and they had a 
garbage-disposal chute, and at the bottom was this fantastic Swiss mechanism...thousands of diamond-edged 
blades, I always imagined it...moving at the speed of light. Anyway, you could put your head in this chute 
and hear it down there--a soft whirring sound, and it would take anything, man--bottles, tin cans, knives, 
forks, spoons. I was always testing it. Nothing fazed it. Once I took a coffee-pot, put a lot of forks and 
spoons n it, put the pot in a paper bag so it wouldn't make too much racket when it hit, and dropped it in-- 
you know, like "What do you make of this, Mister Swiss Machine?" Then I listened. Nothing, man. Just a 
slight smooth crunch and back to old soft whir. 


So! Well, as it happened, I had just bought a new typewriter, and I still had the old one--Royal Portable, pre- 
war, sturdy stuff. So I rushed right out, bought 50 feet of clothesline, came back, tied one end to the carriage 
of the typewriter, and lowered it down very gently, taking care, dig, not to bump the walls on the way. That 
was supposed to be so the concierge or somebody wouldn't hear it, you know, something strange going down 
the chute--but I think it was also the idea of surprising the machine at the last minute... must have been 
about half off my nut. 


Anyway, when I figured it was just about right, I said, "Okay, you smug son-of-a-bitch! Dig this!" And I let 
the clothesline out very quickly. Well, man! I mean, I just wish I'd had a tape recorder. Christ, what sounds! 
Fantastic! And then it stopped--of course I immediately felt very bad. It was like I had killed it. "What a 
silly, kid thing to do. And bla, bla, bla." Big remorse, and then, of course, great apprehension--like: An 
American typewriter! They'll trace it to you! Damages! Fantastic damages--five thousand dollars! Can't pay! 
Prison! 


But it all had a happy ending. The machine was running again the next day, and there was a little note in the 
lobby that read something like "Residents are requested not to overload the disposal unit." 


Overload! And they say the Swiss don't have a sense of humor. Anyway, it was the smugness of the 
machine, Paul...[ mean you can understand how a thing like that could, well, be disturbing? 


Media Freak (excerpts) 
True or False? 


Comic-impressionist Jim Morris was a guest on CNN's Crossfire--appearing in the role of President Clinton, 
being asked and answering serious questions about domestic issues and foreign policy--and the next day the 
real Bill Clinton's approval rating went up three points. 


Filler Items 


e A woman who was mistaken for a juror in the O.J. Simpson trial was offered $5,000 to by a news 
organization just to talk about being mistaken for a Simpson juror. 

e NPR/ABC commentator Harry Shearer observes that Hillary Rodham Clinton's private attorney, David 
Kendall, has been using an unfortunate metaphor--"a dry hole"--to describe the search for his client's 
Whitewater misdeeds. Meanwhile, different folks have their own subjective versions of her book on 
child raising. Radical columnist Alexander Cockburn's title: /t Takes a Police State. Satiric shaman 
Darryl Henriques: Jt Takes a Nanny. And the new telecommunications bill: /t Takes a V-Chip. 


The Realist #131 (Autumn, 1995). 
Contents: 


Reactionary Chic by Matt Neuman 

The American Broadcasting Company's New Logo 
Ah, Sordid Announcements 

Who Killed Jerry Garcia? 

Kunstler Gone, Leary Next 

Great Moments in Counter-Cultural History 

The Execution of Jamar Phelps by Fred Wickham 
Capital Punishment in the News 

One Degree of Separation by Jack Boulware 

My Night with Guru Newt by Hank Rosenfeld 
Media Freak 


Excerpt from Great Moments in Counter-Cultural History 


In the course of attempting to get a marijuana-legalization initiative on the ballot, six times since 1972, Jack 
Herer and other activists have lived on the front lawn of the Federal Building in Westwood for a hundred 
days at a time. They would feed, clothe, and provide portable bathrooms for petitioners. On the flagpole, the 
pot-people's flag flew proudly underneath the American flag. 


One morning in January 1981, President-elect Ronald Reagan came to Westwood. It was five days before his 
inauguration, and he needed a haircut from his favorite barber. With his entourage of Secret Service agents, 
Reagan visited the Federal Building. 


"You're doing a fine job," he told the manager, "and I want you to know that you can bring any of your 
problems to us. Incidentally, why are those Canadians down on the lawn?" 


"They're not Canadians. Those are marijuana protesters, and they live down there 24 hours a day." 


Reagan had mistaken the five-pointed hemp leaf for the maple leaf that is featured on the Canadian flag. 
Capital Punishment in the News 


e When guards at Oklahoma State Penitentiary found Robert Brecheen groggy from a drug overdose in his 
cell, they rushed him to a hospital and had his stomach pumped. Then they brought him back to prison, 
strapped him on a gurney and, two hours after he was scheduled for execution, his condition now stabilized, 
they gave him a lethal injection. 

e The Missoulian, reporting on the first capital punishment in Montana in 52 years: "In the hours before 
midnight, McKenzie dined on a last meal of tenderloin steak, french fries, tossed salad, whole milk and a 
half-gallon of orange sherbet. McKenzie hadn't requested the tossed salad, but prison officials thought he 
should have a vegetable." 


The Realist #130 (Summer, 1995). 


Contents: 


Who Killed Jerry Rubin? by Paul Krassner 
Obscure Reference 

Crumb and Crumber 

Doonesbury 


Obscure Reference 


At one point in the O.J. Simpson trial, media-savvy Judge Lance Ito, exasperated with squabbling attorneys, 
muttered, "I'm beginning to feel like Mr. Kimball." The reference was not to Dr. Richard Kimball in the 
movie The Fugitive. Nor was Ito referring to Mr. Kimball in the TV series Green Acres. He was referring to 
the teacher played by Arnold Schwarzenegger in the movie Kindergarten Cop. 


The Realist #129 (Winter, 1995). 
Contents: 


Deaths in the Family 

Truth or Satire 

Ah, Sordid Announcements 

Winning Circles by Beth Lapides 

Terrorist Marriages Can Be So Difficult by Mark Miller 
Saturday Night Dead by Rex Weiner 

America's 2nd Favorite Sex Act by Stella Resnick 
"Lucille! Stop That!" by Carol Queen 

Haiti: The Movie by Andy Valvur 

Consistency 

Modest Proposal 

Media Freak 


Consistency 


From Isadora Altman's syndicated sexual advice column: 


Q. Instead of trying to frame the question more delicately, I'll just come right out and ask: Do vegans 
[vegetarians] swallow semen? Inquiring minds have to know! 


P.S. Does it make any difference if the fellatio subject is also a vegan? 


A. Since the substance under discussion is an animal protein, the matter would have to be left up to the 
individual vegan's conscience. 


Media Freak (excerpts) 
Political Incorrectness 


e The Northwest Herald in Crystal Lake, Illinois published an article about a controversy concerning the 
Smithsonian Institution's exhibit of the B-29 Superfortress that dropped the atom bomb on Hiroshima 


in 1945--the Enola Gay, named after the pilot's mother, Enola Gay Tibbets. However, the headline for 
the story was: "Atomic Bombers Criticize Enola Homosexual Exhibit." 


Filler Items 


e From the U.S. Immigration and Naturalization Service application for citizenship: "Have you ever 
knowingly committed any crime for which you have not been arrested?" 

e¢ On October 13, Lenny Bruce's birthday, computer users across the country simultaneously invaded 
America Online's "chat rooms" at 9 p.m. EST by deliberately violating their restrictions on profanity. 

e Bumper sticker seen at a hemp rally: "My other car was seized by the DEA." 

e In Wausau, Wisconsin, a man who had been on probation for child molestation was jailed after he 
refused court-ordered therapy designed to induce interest in adult erotic images, arguing that such 
therapy is unconstitutional because it requires him to masturbate, which is against his religion. 


